CHAPTER 181 


October 25, 2011 


“Argh... The awful moment of truth...” 


Much to the dismay of damn near everyone at school, the exams had finally been 
graded. You could sense the pure dread flowing through the crowd slowly gathering 
around the board up front. There were the smart kids that were oh so proud already 
with their scores without even knowing what it was, but as far as the Investigation 
Team went, that descriptor only really went to Yukiko and PERHAPS Naoto. Depends 
if her knowledge expanded past the barriers of deductive reasoning or not. It was 
hard to tell since she wasn’t really there to get all excited over her grades. She 
hadn’t been too far away, mind you, but no one bothered to just turn around and 
notice her shuffling through the contents of her locker. That was because they fell 
into the second category of people gathering around the results of the exam. The 
people who couldn't bare to look but forced themselves to anyway knowing their 
parents were going to want to know. Or in Justin’s case because he knew Chie had 
bombed her exam; which he would normally fell pretty damn bad about anyway, 
but given that he replaced her test with his own, he was especially concerned. He 
supposed his grades didn’t matter too much, but even then, he could already tell 
Yosuke was going to jump at the chance to ridicule Justin for whatever low score he 
got. 


“I’m afraid to look...” Chie remarked with dread as they slowly managed to squeeze 
through the crowd. Navigating the field of students eager to check out the score 
turned out to be rather difficult, people shoving each other left and right in an 
attempt at seeing what they got first. As if the numbers were going to dance their 
way off the paper they had been printed on. In all fairness, the expression went 
‘quick and painless,’ not ‘slow and what the fuck ever, who gives a shit?’ Most 
people just wanted to see their score now rather than let their imaginations get the 
better of them... or perhaps so they could think of an excuse for their shoddy 
academics. It took a while for Justin and the gang to dig their way through the 
waves of disappointment and relief that had been scattered across the hallway, 
making their way to the ever treasured and ever feared board full of grades. Most 
everyone, again, minus Yukiko, could feel their heart tense up as they made their 
way through the crowd and towards the board, eyes frozen in place with dread as 
they stared at the sheets of paper pinned all across the wall. 


“We all are...” Justin remarked as he paced his way towards the board. In a way, he 
was almost hoping his score would be low, if only because then he’d know his 
daring stunt really had helped Chie in the long run, that it hadn’t been a fluke if her 
score increased. But then; Justin might have only wished the best for Chie, but that 
didn’t mean he shouldn't be looking out for his own well-being either. He didn’t 


know what he wanted to do with the rest of his life, but he had to make sure it paid 
well. He didn’t just have himself to look after anymore these days. He had Maya, 
and he had Chie; and sure, she could handle herself fine, but that didn’t mean Justin 
didn’t want to be the guy that could buy her everything she deserved. Who knows, 
maybe his father really was loaded and when he got the rest of his trust fund on his 
eighteenth birthday he could live comfortably off of for the rest of his life. That 
would be nice, though it probably wasn’t going to happen. 


Justin slowly ran his hand across the paper, scanning for everyone's grades. It was 
no surprise Yukiko was at the top of the board; hell, no one ever suspected anything 
else. Perhaps Justin could have topped her again, but given that Yu and Yosuke had 
seen Justin swapping the paper, they already could tell his grade was going to drop 
significantly. Neither of them said anything to Justin though; after all, they realized 
what he was doing was a pretty big sacrifice just so Chie could taste victory for 
once. It was almost sweet in a way if not incredibly stupid; but then, they supposed 
that’s why Chie could NEVER find out about what Justin did. She’d probably kill him 
for unintentionally getting wound up in his plan to cheat, not for himself, but on her 
behalf. She wanted to succeed with dignity and effort after all, not because 
somebody did all the work for her. After Yukiko on the board was Yu, who over the 
last few semester had slowly been getting better scores on his exams. It wouldn’t 
be long before he gave even Yukiko a run for her money. Now it was just a question 
of whether she would take it well or if she would flip out the way she had when 
Justin had beat her score that one time. And under Yu? 


Well none other than Chie, with what was probably her first score in the 90’s... 
well... ever. The moment she laid her eyes on her name, the big nine starting off her 
grade, she wasn’t really sure how to feel, her heart nearly stopping from pure 
excitement. She had never done so well on an exam in all her life. It was amazing 
how much a single portion of the exam had influenced Chie’s score. Seemed English 
just wasn’t Chie’s forte; which Justin wished they had found out much earlier, what 
with him being as English as you could get in Japan. Half American, half British, all 
classy. She practically jumped for joy the moment it really sunk in that she had 
succeeded in her endeavors, soaring to heights she herself wasn’t even sure she 
could reach. If the bright side here wasn’t just getting a good grade, it was that her 
parents would finally back the fuck off her when it came to her schoolwork. She was 
putting the effort in dammit, and even if that wasn’t really her work, she did try her 
hardest. That was the most anyone could ask of you. And who knows, maybe if she 
mentioned Justin helping her out, which he totally did for the record, maybe her 
father would give him a little breathing room. He had Chie’s best interest in mind 
after all; so maybe he should stop shouting at Chie to leave the door open anytime 
Justin reared his head in their household. 


“Wow. Good job, Chie!” Yukiko admired Chie’s schoolwork. Justin and Chie sat 
behind her in homeroom, so she wasn’t aware of Justin’s stunt swapping out the 
papers. To her, Chie had just really pulled her shit together this time. Chie was 


needless to say pretty damn proud of herself right now; though as far as what to 
say, she hadn’t a clue. This was just so overpowering to all of her senses, filling 
every fiber of her being with a sensation of pure ecstasy. 


“| don’t... | don’t know what to say.” Chie stuttered a bit, a little embarrassed to not 
know how to react to this. She wanted to jump for joy, but no doubt she’d look like 
some kind of weirdo doing that. She wanted to shout to the world that she had 
managed to get such a high-score, but then she’d look like an idiot getting excited 
over what was barely a 90. All she could do was just stand there and try to suppress 
the joy coursing through her veins, making her heart beat extra loud and extra 
slow. Justin stared at her as she struggled to keep still, as was clearly evident by the 
way her leg was shaking in an almost excited, impatient manner. It was pretty clear 
she didn’t want to just stand here and deal with her score like a normal human 
being, as much as she had to. In a way, it warmed Justin’s heart. It was nice to see 
her so happy, over anything really, but especially over her new found success in a 
field she had never thought she could excel at. His frown of disappointment with 
how his grade was no doubt going to drop soon shifted to a smile, and he eventually 
found himself wrapping his arm around her neck in a playful, but encouraging 
manner. 


“See? | knew you had it in you.” Justin smiled at her. No words past that were 
exchanged between the two, nothing but silence as the two simply stood there 
staring at the scores. Chie was blushing abit, especially since Justin insisted on 
pulling this shit in front of other people; but in the end she didn’t care. She was 
already happy enough as it was without Justin’s embrace. She could ignore 
everyone else for just a moment. Still, even the best of things have to end 
eventually, and that included the short moment between her and Justin. There’d be 
plenty of time for celebration when there weren’t people still crowding the hallways. 
Justin tugged Chie loser for a brief second, giving her a peck on the forehead before 
letting go of his grasp on her body, turning to make his way back out through the 
crowd. Chie seemed confused at the very least, though she seemed more 
embarrassed than anything. One of these days Justin was going to do that in public 
in front of someone he really shouldn’t have. She'd like to think this was all payback 
for that time she had kissed him in front of her dad. That was awkward to say the 
least, though she hadn't really expected her father to get so uptight about her 
having a boyfriend. She was seventeen after all; she wasn’t going to be daddy’s 
little girl forever. Perhaps something Chie should impart upon Maya, if she were 
ever given the chance. Not to say Maya’s attachment to her father was unjustified, 
but she did need to let go of her grief at some point; realize that her father was 
gone. Living on a memory was no way to live a life. 


“Huh? Wh-where are you going?” Chie questioned, stopping Justin in his slow trot 
away from the rest of the group and towards the front door. “Don’t you want to see 
your score?” Justin paused for a moment, contemplating the matter. He was curious 
just how shitty his grade was going to be now, but you know what they said. 


Ignorance was bliss. He had a feeling he’d be much more satisfied not knowing how 
he, and by he | mean Chie, did on the exams. He was so proud, so happy for Chie 
right now, even if he was the one who had done the work. It was just nice to see her 
so happy about her school work for once. It was such a refreshing change of pace, 
not to mention it tugged at Justin’s heartstrings in the best of ways. It took a couple 
of seconds, but Justin decided he’d rather not sour the moment for himself, shaking 
his head a bit as he turned to face Chie and the rest of the group. 


“Nah; | think I’m good.” Justin reassured her with a gentle smile. “I'll see you later 
Chie.” He remarked before departing from their presence, a gentle way to his 
girlfriend before making his way back towards the entrance of the school. The 
others just smiled and waved back before returning to what they had been doing a 
moment earlier; discussing their grades and rubbing in just how much smarter they 
were than the others. And by that they meant Yosuke. Who would have thought 
Yosuke almost had the worst grade of all of them. He only managed to beat out 
Kanji, despite the fact that Justin’s grade had been drastically dropped by Chie’s 
English score. Seemed he still did good enough on the rest of the tests to maintain 
low 80’s on his exams, though Justin didn’t hear about that till later when Chie 
accidentally dropped his score in casual conversation. 


Justin was making his way to the front door again when something peculiar had 
caught his eyes. Naoto had been at her locker, which while not surprising on it’s 
own, was surprising when she seemed to be examining another one of those cards. 
Now, Justin would rather do without the drama today, but this was important 
business regarding his family, so at the very least he had to acknowledge the 
potential that this was related to that stranger in the alleyway. He slowly deterred 
his path away from the b-line he had been making towards the front door, turning 
to make her way over to Naoto and her locker. “Another card?” Naoto immediately 
jumped again. She was getting real sick of Justin sneaking up on her and scaring her 
half to death. Especially when she had this kind of crap to deal with. She sighed 
after a moment of regaining her composure, slowly turning around to face Justin, 
card still raised up from when she had been eying the paper package. 


“Oh hello senpai. This was in my shoe locker.” Naoto remarked, showing off the 
letter to Justin as if he hadn’t been able to tell what it was already. He was a little 
concerned and a little confused as to how the letter had managed to get into her 
locker. After all, if this stranger had managed to get into the school building they 
had a huge problem on their hands. No one was safe if this guy could just go 
wherever he pleased to leave behind threats and challenges. Alas, it seemed Justin 
may have jumped the gun, much like Naoto had but moments before he arrived. 
She sighed a bit, shaking her head before slipping the envelope into the inside of 
her jacket for safe keeping until she could find somewhere to dispose of this without 
leaving evidence. “Judging by the name and the handwriting, the sender is a 
woman. She thoughtfully provided her year and class. When one factors in the 
heart-shaped seal as well, it's hard to imagine that this is related to my job in any 


way. In other words... there is no need to read it. How misleading... A sealed letter 
at a time like this...” 


“| love letter. People STILL think you’re a guy? Christ almighty, | have never seen a 
bigger bunch of idiots in all my life.” Justin shook his head with annoyance. It wasn’t 
even a secret anymore that Naoto was a chick; she just continued to dress like a 
dude, which for the record was totally acceptable. Maya used to do it all the time for 
fuck’s sake, still kind of did in a way. That was beside the point though; the point 
was, anyone who still thought Naoto was a guy was an idiot and should never breed 
ever. Naoto just seemed annoyed by the notion though, already picking up in what 
Justin was implying. 


“| beg your pardon?” 


“Let’s not play games; it’s a pretty shit disguise you’ve got going on. The way you 
slur your words and your body curvature gives it away immediately.” Justin 
explained to her, hoping maybe she would ditch this ‘I’m totally a guy’ act. She 
wasn’t fooling anyone who was capable of critical thinking; or anyone with eyes. Of 
course, perhaps it wasn’t a good idea to bring up curvature with someone like 
Naoto; just the very act of acknowledging she was a girl seemed to set her on edge. 


“My curvature!?” She shouted with bafflement, very much caught off guard and 
embarrassed by the sudden attention brought to her body. Justin couldn’t help but 
Slap himself in the face. He was starting to remember why he didn’t talk to Naoto. 
Besides from her being kind of a bitch and all | mean. She just took everything way 
too seriously. Who even cared about the shape of her body? The point was it gave 
her away. And that’s literally it. No need to shout for the world to hear. 


“Christ almighty Naoto; forget it. What are you going to do with that now?” 


“| cannot dispose of it on school premises, of course... I'll take it home and feed it to 
the shredder.” Naoto sighed with exasperated annoyance, partially at the question 
former, partially at thinking of the letter now in her possession. She wasn’t sure 
what was the worst part; getting love letters from girls, or getting love letters from 
people who didn’t know her as anything but the detective prince. Though she 
supposed those two kind of went hand in hand. She did care enough that she 
wouldn’t just throw it in the trash here; she’d save the sender some dignity by 
pretending to read it. But she didn’t care enough to even give the letter a second 
glance. And why should she? She wasn’t into chicks, even if she dressed like a guy. 
“Whether the sender is male or female, | have no intention of responding. | have no 
time to be dilly-dallying with callow love affairs... | assume the same is true for 
you?” 


“For me?” Justin questioned, not sure he had heard that right. Last he checked 
Naoto was aware about him and Chie being a thing. Hell, she was there last time 
they talked about it. Perhaps she just didn’t want to jump to conclusions; which was 


fucking hilarious given she had no problem jumping to the conclusion of MURDER. 
“Come on, think about that question for a second.” Naoto paused for a moment, 
turning her gaze over to Chie for just a second, as if examining the girl from a far. 


“To be quite honest, you never struck me as the kind of person to get involved in 
love affairs.” Naoto mused allowed slightly, keeping her eyes focused on Chie all the 
while. “Perhaps my profiling techniques need work.” 


“Yeah, well when you accuse me and my sister of being murderers, that’s pretty 
obvious.” Naoto turned her glare over to Justin for a brief moment, arms crossed as 
she stared at him sternly. He was already going to start this again was he? You 
would think when they were investigating something together, he’d at least not 
fight her every step of the way, but alas, she had come to expect this from the boy. 


“It was a perfectly reasonable deduction given the evidence.” 
“Then perhaps you should keep your deductions to yourself.” 


“In regards to YOU? | would consider that to be perfectly reasonable advice.” 


